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Dedicated to my favorite nephew Ray Charles Harper 


who always listens to me. He’s a friendly guy. 


One day 
Some way 
A penny was made 


But he was not afraid 


He has been in many pockets 
Big pockets 
Small pockets 
Pants pockets 
Shirt pockets 


He has gone from hand 
To hand 
To hand 
And back again 


He was in my hands 
Your hands 
In his hands 
Her hands 


He has been dropped 
Dropped here 
Dropped there 

Dropped everywhere 
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He has been pushed around 
Kicked around 
Thrown around 
Lost 
Then found 


He has been in dark places 
In cold places 
Warm places 


In new places 


Old places 


And has seen a lot of new faces 


He has been here 
Been there 


Has been everywhere 


And has had 

An adventure 

Of a lifetime 
Just like the dime 
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March 11, 2001 
Dear Journal, 


Well, my life has been great. I’ve had a lot of fun and a 
wonderful adventure. I’ve been to so many places and have 
done almost everything, or so I thought, but all along the way, 
I’ve felt like there has been something missing. I have been 
all alone on this journey and have had no one to talk to along 
the way. Little did I know, all that was going to change today. 


I didn’t know my world was going to be turned upside down. 





Yesterday I ended up in the pocket of some old guy. I was 
handed to him by a shopkeeper as his change after buying 
a large coffee. I was riding along in his pocket trying to talk 
to the quarters and dimes, but none of them would talk to 
me, I wonder why. When all of the sudden, he stopped and 
pulled me out with the others and accidentally dropped me 
to the ground. I looked around and saw I had fallen on the 


sidewalk in front of a flower shop. 
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For a long time, I just sat there watching as no one seemed 
to be coming by. A good bit of time had passed now, and I 
didn’t see any people come by for what seems like ages. I sat 
there all alone, and then night came, I got really scared and 
started to cry. I’ve never felt so alone in my life until that 
night. I didn’t know what to do, so I now started to scream 


out to the top of my lungs, screaming for someone to help me. 





However, no one heard me, no one ever has, and no one 
came. I just sat there and cried. I ended up crying myself to 
sleep. I awoke early this morning with the sun and for a while 
saw no one. After what seemed like ages again, I saw some 
people walking toward me. I yelled out for one of them, but 
not a one of them stopped. I don’t think any of them even 


heard me. They all just walked on by, I wonder why. 
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I started to cry all over again. I cried until I could cry no 
more. I then started to worry about what was going to 
happen to me—would anybody ever hear me, would I 
ever be found? I started to think why hadn't anyone of the 
others ever talked to me, why was it none of them could 
hear me, and if any people could hear me. I had almost 


given up when a little boy came by playing with his ball. 








He walked right up to me and dropped his ball on me. I 
was blinded by the ball on my face and was angry, so I said 
to myself, now thinking no one could hear me, He better get 
this ball off of me now! He leaned down slowly and picked up 
the ball first, and then he saw me there on the sidewalk, and 
he picked me up. 
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I was happy but still a little sad, and in a sarcastic voice, I 
mumbled to myself, “Thanks a lot.” 

He looked around startled and asked, “Who said that?” 

A little shocked that he had heard me, I said, “Me, down 
here in your hand!” 

He was stunned at first but happily amazed, and he said, 
“Wow, you can talk?” 


We talked to each other as he walked holding me in his 
small hand. We talked about his mommy and daddy and 
how he’s going to have a sister coming soon. We just talked 
about life. He did most of the talking. I just listened. I was 
learning new things. I was just so happy to finally have found 
someone to talk with and listen to. I no longer felt so alone 
anymore. We talked about a lot of things, him teaching me 
new things. 
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I told him about everything that had happened to me. I told 
him about all my great adventures that I had, even as small 
as they may have been. I asked him what everything was so 
curiously, and he taught me. Everything felt so new to me 
even though I might have seen it before. I was seeing things 
in a whole new light. The world now seemed a lot bigger 
than I thought. We talked and played all day, and then when 
it started getting dark, he took me to a place he calls home. 
He said to me that it would now be my home too. I’ve never 


had a home before. He told me a home is a place where you 
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live with loving people around you that takes care of you, 
and you are safe there. When we went inside, his mommy 
was there waiting to give him a hug and kiss and tell him it 
was time to eat. He ate the food his mommy had cooked, 
and then his mommy told him he had to take a bath before 
bedtime. He took me with him, and we got to play around 
in some water. After that, we went to his room, and he got 
in bed. He put me on the nightstand right beside him, and 
he went to sleep. Today has been a long and wonderful day, 
and now I’m tired, so I'll just say good night. 
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This book is about a penny that can magically talk and a young boy 


who can hear him. It’s about the start of their journey together. 
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